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What  Is  Air? 


BEFORE  1894  every  chemist  thought  he  knew  what  air  is.  “A 
mechanical  mixture  of  moisture,  nitrogen  and  oxygen,  with 
traces  of  hydrogen  and  carbon  dioxide,”  he  would  explain. 
There  was  so  much  oxygen  and  nitrogen  in  a given  sample  that  he 
simply  determined  the  amount  of  oxygen  present  and  assumed  the 
rest  to  be  nitrogen. 

One  Great  English  Chemist,  Lord  Rayleigh,  found  that  the  nitro- 
gen obtained  from  the  air  was  never  so  pure  as  that  obtained  from 
some  compound  like  ammonia.  What  was  the  “impurity”  ? In 
co-operation  with  another  prominent  chemist,  Sir  William  Ramsay, 
it  was  discovered  in  an  entirely  new  gas — “argon.”  Later  came  the 
discovery  of  other  rare  gases  in  the  atmosphere.  The  air  we  breathe 
contains  about  a dozen  gases  and  gaseous  compounds. 

This  study  of  the  air  is  an  example  of  research  in  pure  science. 
Rayleigh  and  Ramsay  had  no  practical  end  in  view — merely  the  dis- 
covery of  new  facts. 


A few  years  ago  the  Research  Laboratories  of  the  General  Electric 
Company  began  to  study  the  destruction  of  filaments  in  exhausted 
lamps  in  order  to  ascertain  how  this  happened.  It  was  a purely 
scientific  undertaking.  It  was  found  that  the  filament  evaporated 
— boiled  away,  like  so  much  water. 

Pressure  will  check  boiling  or  evaporation.  If  the  pressure  within 
a boiler  is  very  high,  it  will  take  more  heat  than  ordinarily  to  boil  the 
water.  Would  a gas  under  pressure  prevent  filaments  from  boiling 
away?  If  so,  what  gas?  It  must  be  a gas  that  will  not  combine 
chemically  with  the  filament.  The  filament  would  bum  in  oxygen  ; 
hydrogen  would  conduct  the  heat  away  too  rapidly.  Nitrogen  is  a 
useful  gas  in  this  case.  It  does  form  a few  compounds,  however. 
Better  still  is  argon.  It  forms  no  compounds  at  all. 

Thus  the  modem,  efficient,  gas-filled  lamp  appeared,  and  so  argon, 
which  seemed  the  most  useless  gas  in  the  world,  found  a practical 
application. 

Discover  new  facts  and  their  practical  application  will  take  care 
of  itself. 


And  the  discovery  of  new  facts  is  the  primary  purpose  of  the 
Research  Laboratories  of  the  General  Electric  Company. 

Sometimes  years  must  elapse  before  the  practical  application  of  a 
discovery  becomes  apparent,  as  in  the  case  of  argon;  sometimes  a 
practical  application  follows  from  the  mere  answering  of  a “theoret- 
ical” question,  as  in  the  case  of  a gas-filled  lamp.  But  no  substantial 
progress  can  be  made  unless  research  is  conducted  for  the  purpose  of 
discovering  new  facts. 
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For  The  Want  of  a Key 

BY  D.R.  GATES,  ’21 


The  great  events  of  this  universe  of 
ours  hinge  on  small  and  insignificant 
circumstances  or  objects.  In  ancient 
times  Rome  was  saved  from  destruction 
by  the  honking  of  a flock  of  startled  geese, 
a kingdom  was  lost  for  the  lack  of  a 
paltry  horse-shoe  nail,  the  great  city  of 
Chicago  was  reduced  to  ashes  when  a 
hand-lamp  was  overturned  by  the  hind 
foot  of  a petulant  cow,  and  Mr.  Homer 
Biddle  suffered  a nervous  shock  and  the 
loss  of  a night’s  repose  by  the  absent- 
minded  mislaying  of  his  indispensable 
latch-key. 

Conjure  up  before  your  minds  the 
pitiful  picture  of  how  he  looked  as  he 
stood,  a melancholy  figure,  on  his 
moon-lit  lawn,  mentally  cursing  the 
perverse  fates  that  had  caused  him  to 
leave  the  house  without  his  latch-key, 
and  feverishly  searched  the  depths  of 
his  pockets  a second  time  without 
bringing  it  to  light.  Bitterly  he  re- 
garded the  locked  door,  which  seemed  to 
his  gloomy  eyes  to  leer  at  him  mock- 
ingly, and  with  what  longing  did  he 
direct  his  gaze  to  the  one  unlocked 
window  on  the  second  floor!  There  was 
no  one  who  could  aid  him  in  his  pre- 
dicament, for  Mrs.  Biddle  and  the 
children  were  away  at  the  sea-shore,  and, 
indeed,  it  was  mailing  his  customary 


letter  to  them  that  had  lured  him  into 
this  difficult  situation. 

Most  of  Mr.  Biddle’s  neighbors  were 
away  also,  and  it  was  doubtful  whether 
they  could  have  helped  him  anyway  had 
they  been  present,  for,  to  reach  the  open 
window,  his  only  hope  of  salvation,  a 
ladder  was  necessary.  When  this  con- 
clusion had  been  reached,  Mr.  Biddle 
endeavored,  by  a process  of  elimination, 
to  determine  where  he  could  procure  a 
ladder.  After  much  laborious  thought 
he  recollected,  that,  in  a dilapidated  barn 
close  by,  a ladder  reposed  under  lock  and 
key,  so  he  hied  himself  away  to  seek  out 
the  care-taker. 

Once  before  the  door  of  this  worthy 
gentleman’s  house  another  difficulty 
presented  itself,  for  repeated  summons  on 
the  bell  failed  to  penetrate  the  deep 
slumber  of  the  care-taker.  Mr.  Biddle 
pondered  over  this  new  twist.  Was 
fate  going  to  deny  him?  Should  he  be 
barred  from  his  own  home  by  a sleepy 
care-taker?  Carefully  he  selected  a small 
stone,  skillfully  and  with  accurate  aim 
did  he  hurl  it  at  the  chamber  window 
and  he  heard  with  relief  the  shower  of 
glass  which  stirred  the  care-taker  out  of 
his  slumbers. 

Although  somewhat  disgruntled  at 
being  routed  out  of  bed  in  such  an  un« 
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seemly  fashion,  the  care-taker’s  natural 
good-humor  asserted  itself,  and  he  con- 
sented to  accompany  Mr.  Biddle  and 
assist  him  with  the  ladder.  Mr.  Biddle’s 
spirits,  chilled  by  the  cool  night  air, 
rose  as  he  began  to  see  the  end  to  his 
perplexing  difficulties.  With  light  heart 
and  buoyant  step  he  led  the  way  toward 
his  domicile.  Eagerly  he  helped  to 
raise  the  ladder  against  the  wall,  but, 
alas,  it  fell  four  feet  short  of  reaching 
the  window  and  his  hopes  collapsed  with 
a sickening  thud. 

His  troubles  were  not  yet  at  an  end, 
All  his  pains  had  gone  for  naught,  but, 
although  the  disheartening  gap  loomed 
large  above  him,  not  to  be  thwarted, 
he  determined  to  attempt  the  climb,  and 
so  started  up  the  quivering  support. 
On  the  top  rung,  he,  with  much  stretch- 
ing and  pulling,  attempted  to  dislodge 
the  screen,  which  covered  the  window. 
At  first,  it  obstinately  resisted  his  efforts 
but  finally  it  gave  way  quite  unexpectedly, 
nearly  precipitating  him  to  the  ground. 
This  much  accomplished,  urged  on  by 
the  enthusiastic  care-taker,  he  grasped 
what  scanty  support  the  window-sill 
gave  him  and  attempted  to  draw  himself 
up.  His  muscles,  unaccustomed  to  such 
strenuous  exercise,  complained  and  all 
but  refused  their  task.  He  strained,  he 


pulled,  he  put  forth  every  ounce  of 
strength;  he  exerted  himself  to  the 
utmost  and  his  breath  came  in  gasps. 
Already,  as  his  head  rose  slowly  to  the 
sill,  his  wildly-threshing  feet  had  drawn 
away  from  the  top  rung  of  the  ladder. 
He  dared  not  think  of  the  outcome 
should  his  hands  slip,  nor  did  he  risk 
a downward  glance.  He  raised  himself 
up  a little  more,  while  encouraging 
shouts  came  to  his  ears  from  the 
interested  care-taker,  who  pranced  about 
below.  His  arms  ached  from  the  un- 
wonted exertion,  but  he  could  not  rest 
them.  He  gained  a firmer  hold  and 
rose  still  further.  The  end  of  his 
troubles  was  at  hand.  The  goal  toward 
which  he  had  striven  so  long  in  vain  was 
his.  Never  had  his  chamber  appeared 
so  inviting  as,  when,  with  a sigh  of  pure 
triumph  and  exultation,  he  doubled  up, 
jack-knife  fashion,  over  the  window- 
ledge.  In  this  awkward  position  he  felt 
something  slip  from  his  coat  pocket  that 
gave  forth  a hard,  metallic  ring  as  it 
struck  the  floor.  When  his  groping 
fingers  had  found  a match  and  struck  a 
light,  there,  on  the  floor  where  it  had 
fallen,  winking  up  at  him  in  the  glare, 
with  a truly  wicked  leer,  lay  the  cause  of 
his  troubles,  the  mislaid  latch-key. 


Salus 

BY  ARTHUR  C.  C.  HILL,  JR. 


I stood  at  the  helm  of  a storm-tossed  ship 
As  it  rolled  in  the  angry  sea, 

And  I heard  the  thundering  on  the  beach, 
But  who  afraid  could  be? 

For  a lighthouse  beamed  on  the  starboard 
side 

And  the  world  looked  good  to  me. 


I stood  at  the  helm  of  my  ship  of  life 
As  I stirred  for  the  open  sea, 

And  I heard  the  thundering  on  the  beach, 
But  afraid  I could  not  be, — 

For  the  lessons  I’d  learned  in  my  school- 
boy days 

Were  as  light  in  a storm  to  me. 
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The  Soul  of  the  Violin 

BY  HENRY  L.  CABITT 


It  was  a dark,  raw,  winter  night. 
The  snow  was  coming  down  pell-mell, 
and  the  ground  was  covered  everywhere, 
as  if  by  a white  blanket.  The  wind 
howled  and  moaned  through  the  tree- 
tops.  The  little  town  of  Danville  was 
sound  asleep;  every  house  had  been 
darkened  hours  ago.  The  old  clock  in 
the  church  belfry  tolled  the  hour  of 
mid-night. 

In  a little  garret-room  there  was  an 
old  man,  who  did  not  even  realize  that  a 
storm  was  raging  outside.  A pale 
flicker  of  light  shone  dimly  from  the 
single  window;  the  room  was  scantily 
furnished.  An  old  bed  in  one  corner,  a 
few  chairs,  that  was  all.  The  grim 
visage  of  the  man  was  covered  with 
wrinkles  of  hard  labor.  He  paced  the 
room  slowly;  his  eyes  resting  now  and 
then  on  an  object  which  lay  on  the  bed. 
He  picked  it  up  and  tenderly  caressed 
it.  This  was  his  only  joy  in  life;  a 
sting  of  pain  went  through  his  heart. 
What  pathetic  memories  were  brought 
back  to  him!  Carl  Mozart  tucked  the 
beautifully  carved  violin  under  his  chin. 
Closing  his  eyes,  and  with  a sad  expres- 
sion on  his  face,  he  drew  the  bow 
lightly  over  the  strings.  He  retold  his 
life  by  the  violin.  Four  loud  crashing 
chords  were  sounded,  then,  tenderly  as 
an  angel  from  heaven  would  play,  he 
played  four  dainty  chords  with  the 
pianissimo  of  an  artist  in  love  with  his 
instrument. 

He  re-told  his  first  struggle  as  a youth. 
The  first  violin  he  had  bought  with  his 
hard-earned  money,  which  he  had  dili- 


gently saved.  At  the  age  of  twelve  he 
had  been  left  alone  in  this  vast  world, 
his  two  best  friends  having  been  taken 
away  to  a world  less  troublesome.  In  a 
rising  rondo  he  portrayed  his  faithful 
practising,  his  delight  in  composing,  and 
then  the  discovery  of  his  greatness.  A 
great  crescendo  was  sounded,  followed 
by  a series  of  chords  with  exquisite 
harmony.  He  had  been  called  the 
premier  of  violinists.  How  happy  he  had 
been  when  he  received  the  praise  show- 
ered on  him  by  every  music  lover! 
Throughout  the  country  he  had  given 
concerts.  His  name  was  on  everyone’s 
lips. 

Then  he  remembered  his  last 
concert.  A listener  would  have  felt 
a pang  of  pain,  could  he  have  heard  the 
soft,  melodious  adagio,  and  the  look  of 
fallen  pride  on  Carl  Mozart’s  face.  His 
last  concert  was  given  for  the  benefit 
of  the  poor  people  of  his  home  town. 
How  he  had  played  that  night!  How 
the  hall  had  echoed  with  applause!  Oh. 
how  beautiful  was  that  memory!  He 
vividly  remembered  the  embrace  he  had 
received  from  his  sweet-heart;  he  saw 
once  more  those  deep,  blue  eyes,  with  that 
frank  expression  of  purity.  He  saw  two 
scarlet  lips  meeting  his,  and  two  rows 
of  pearly  teeth  laughing  towards  him. 
A clear  andante,  mingled  with  pianos 
and  fortes,  filled  the  bare  room.  Then 
it  had  happened.  The  bugle  had  sound- 
ed, and  away  he  had  gone.  His  country 
had  called  him  to  arms.  He  knew  what 
true  devotion  to  his  mother-country  was; 
so,  giving  up  his  future,  his  successes, 
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his  fame,  he  had  heard  the  call  and  was 
ready  to  do  or  die. 

On  the  eve  of  his  departure,  he  had 
been  tendered  a farewell  banquet  by 
his  sweetheart.  How  clearly  he  saw 
once  more  all  his  friends  bidding  him 
goodby,  perhaps  forever!  Each  one 
had  tried  to  smile  bravely,  but  one  could 
see  tears  in  their  eyes  as  they  wished 
him  luck.  He  was  shipped  to  France. 
He  had  arrived  at  a French  seaport, 
and  had  been  hurried  into  the  interior. 
Men  were  sent  here  and  there  like 
cattle.  At  last  his  regiment  had  settled 
in  the  Argonne  sector  and  then  the  blood- 
shed began.  The  spring  in  his  fingers, 
his  delicacy  of  manner,  most  essential 
to  a violinist,  were  no  more. 

The  old  man’s  eyes  brightened 
noticeably  as  he  brought  down  his 
bow  again  and  again  on  the  strings, 
and  his  fingers  raced  rapidly  along 
the  finger-board  like  the  ripples  of  a 
brook.  It  had  happened  one  day 
when  he  had  left  the  trenches,  and  had 
been  given  a leave  of  absence  for 
the  day,  that  he  had  entered  a Red  Cross 
hut.  Here,  merriment  was  at  its  height 
A curly  headed  dough-boy  was  banging 
on  the  piano  with  zest,  and  now  and 
then  he  would  strike  the  true  chord. 
This  was  like  a shock  to  Carl  Mozart’s 
musical  soul;  so,  when  he  could  not 
bear  it  any  longer,  he  rushed  up  to  the 
pianist  and  grasping  his  shoulders, 
threw  him  off  the  small  stool.  The 
ocupants  of  the  hut  were  aroused, 
and  loud  acclamations  rent  the  air;  a 
voice  cried  to  throw  Carl  out. 

As  he  was  staring  around  the  room, 
he  spied  a battered  violin  lying  on  the 
piano.  With  great  eagerness  he  clutch- 
ed it,  and  with  trembling  hands  em- 
braced it.  Here  was  true  happiness. 
He  had  not  touched  a violin  for  more 
than  a year,  but  as  he  played,  his  tones 
rose  and  fell  softly  and  sweetly,  and  in 


contrast  to  the  “Big  Bertha’s”  firing, 
which  could  be  heard  in  the  distance. 
Not  a sound  could  be  heard  in  the  room, 
and  a falling  pin  would  have  sounded  like 
a thunder-bolt.  As  he  played  on,  a 
deafening  explosion  was  heard;  then  all 
became  dark  to  Carl. 

When  he  awoke,  he  found  himself  in  a 
hospital,  nursing  a wounded  arm;  the 
Germans  had  caused  his  down-fall.  Soon 
the  Armistice  was  signed,  and  he  had 
come  back  to  his  mother-country.  What 
a change  since  he  had  left  it!  His 
wound  had  weakened  his  right  arm; 
no  more  was  eternal  praise  his.  With 
heavy  heart  he  had  learned  that  his 
beloved  was  no  more.  A melody,  faint 
and  tender,  seemed  to  fall  and  rise,  as  a 
brook  slowly  flows  on;  as  a rain  drop 
descends  on  a snow-white  lily.  Such  a 
delicate  touch  it  was.  He  had  then 
joined  an  orchestra,  for,  although  he  was 
no  more  a marvelous  musician,  neverthe- 
less he  had  a profound  knowledge  of  the 
violin.  He  was  under  a huge  handicap. 
His  right  arm  was  his  Nemesis.  Gradu- 
ally he  had  dropped  lower  and  lower, 
until  he  had  lost  all  hope  of  ever  play- 
ing again.  He  had  hired  this  small  room, 
and  had  now  not  eaten  anything  for 
two  days.  He  was  weak  from  starva- 
tion, and  the  world  held  no  more  joy 
for  him. 

The  charming  melody  was  drawing  to 
a close.  Softer  and  softer  came  the  tune ; 
fainter  and  fainter  it  sounded, t till  it 
died  out  as  a prayer.  The  candle  was 
barely  alight,  and,  now  flickering  slowly, 
it  went  out,  and  the  room  was  left  in 
utter  darkness.  The  old  man  fell  from 
his  chair  to  the  floor;  a brilliant 
light  illuminated  the  room.  Carl  slowly 
looked  up  and  lo!  there  before  him  was 
the  angel  of  the  Almighty  beckoning  to 
him!  With  a pale  smile  on  his  lips  and 
his  haggard  face  lighting  up,  he  answered 
in  a low  voice,  “I’m  coming.” 
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The  old  clock  tolled  the  hour  of  two; 
outside,  the  snow  was  still  falling. 
The  cold  wind  whistled  and  moaned. 
The  streets  were  dark  and  deserted. 
At  two  o’clock  that  morning  another 
soul  had  completed  its  course  of  weary 


life  on  this  earth,  and  had  departed  to  a 
land  unknown,  where  angels  sing  all 
day  long  and  play  on  their  harps,  where 
all  are  contented  and  happy,  where 
strife  and  hunger  are  unknown.  Carl 
Mozart  was  dead. 


Winter 

BY  GEORGE  McGOVERN 

“ Hail , King  Winter!  Thou  art  welcome." 

Send  down  thy  craftsmen  from  the  icy  north.  What  though  the  trees  be  bare,  the 
skies  be  gray  and  somber,  and  the  winds  no  longer  caressing.  What  if  the  brooks  cease 
their  chatter;  the  birds  flee  away,  and  the  cows  be  shut  in  their  byre?  What  matters  it  if 
the  horses  shiver  and  stamp,  and  the  hens  sing  mournfully  in  their  coop?  Though  the 
path  from  the  house  to  the  barn  be  buried;  the  windows  be  covered  and  hidden,  and  the 
house  creak  weirdly  in  the  gale,  yet  still  send  them  down;  and  lo!  the  sun  peering  over 
the  trees  at  dawn  will  see  a new  world! 

In  the  trance-like  stillness  of  the  ivoods,  where  the  bare  trees  sleep,  blanketed  by  a 
feathery  cloud  of  jewelled  lace,  he  will  peep  with  enlightening  curiosity,  and  see,  traced 
in  the  downy  lightness  of  the  snow,  foot-prints  of  a hidden  world.  Looking  beyond,  he 
will  behold  the  green,  smiling  fields  of  yesterday  lying  dormant,  but  more  beautiful  in 
slumber.  For,  stretching  away  in  glittering  brightness,  dotted  here  and  there  by  clumps 
of  white-headed  bushes,  that  shiver  and  nod  to  the  frolicsome  breezes,  adorned  with  a 
ribbon  of  frosty  blue,  they  reach  to  the  feet  of  the  hoary  hills  that  tower  above  them.  Here, 
the  green  pines,  stern  and  forbidding  under  his  glance,  mounting,  step  by  step,  to  the  crest, 
rest  in  grim,  reproachfid  silence,  save  where  the  cheerful  note  of  the  chick-adee,  or  the 
harsh  scream  of  the  jay  may  shatter  their  stillness. 

All  hail,  King  Winter!  Thou  and  thy  mighty  band  are  welcome!" 


Ravings  of  an  Insane  History  Pupil 

BY  HAROLD  R.  ROBINSON,  ’21 


Oh!  Why  in  History  must  we  grind 
Until  we  feel  we’re  going  blind! 

Why  must  we  dig  into  the  past 
Until  of  breaths,  we  breathe  our  last? 
1 think  it  is  a plaguing  thing 
To  learn  the  name  of  every  king, 

And  everything  that’s  ever  been  done 
Ever  since  the  world’s  begun. 

To  hear  your  history  teacher  say, 
“You’ll  find  it  pleasant  every  day 
Of  history  books  to  read  a score, 


(If  you  have  time,  why  read  some 
more).” 

Then  locate  on  the  map  with  care, 
Some  little  burg  that  isn’t  there, 

And  trace  migrations  left  to  right 
Until  you  feel  fit  for  a fight. 

We  have  no  time  to  “hit  the  hay.” 

I hope  that  after  I am  dead, 

They’ll  place  a tombstone  at  my  head, 
On  which  they’ll  write  in  letters  bold, 
“He  never  wanted  his  history  told.” 


Copyright,  Hart  Schaffner  & Marx,  1920 

SMASHING  PRICES  ON 

Suits  and  Overcoats 

You  can  save  from  $10  to  $35  on  your  Suit 
or  Overcoat 

HART,  SCHAFFNER  & MARX 

Guaranteed  Clothes  at  Sacrifice  Prices 

THE  CONTINENTAL 


Franklin  at 
Washington  St. 


Two  Convenient  Corners 


Boylston  at 
Washington  St. 
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Christmas 


Christmas — what  a throng  of  mem- 
ories gathers  round  us  as  we  sit  in  the 
growing  dusk  and  think  of  its  advent! 
Our  lives  are  again  peopled  with 
myriads  of  loved  ones.  The  scenery 
about  us  assumes  a thousand  new  and 
old  appearances.  The  cold,  modern  room 
is  transformed  into  a cozy  little  old- 
fashioned  living-room.  The  modern  radi- 
ators fade,  and  bright  flames  shoot  up 
from  burning  logs.  The  long  rows  of 
books  vanish  and  are  supplanted  by  the 
holly  branches. 

'Tis  Christmas,  and  the  whole  wide 
world  is  gay.  The  angels’  blessed  hymn 
of  peace  on  earth  has  been  fulfilled,  and 
joy  and  care-free  mirth  enkindle  all  of  us 
on  Yule-tide.  All  Nature  awakens  to 
greet  this  Christmas,  and  sings  a silent 


song  of  joy  and  praise.  Let  it  be  a good 
old-fashioned  Christmas,  with  hearty 
mirth  and  happy  revelry! 

It  our  loved  ones  cannot  be  here , let 
us  build  a bridge  of  holly  over  the  sea 
and  bring  them  back,  at  least  in  spirit. 
If  our  hearts  are  dull  with  hopeless  grief, 
the  Child  will  send  our  spirits  there 
instead,  to  spend  our  Christmas  by  a 
grave  in  France. 

This  year,  the  message  of  Christmas 
comes  again  with  the  same  significance 
as  in  1918.  Peace  was  never  so  welcome. 
While  many  homes  will  belongenveloped 
in  the  shadow  of  grief  and  mourning 
for  the  loss  of  their  dear  ones  their,  feel- 
ing of  sorrow  will  be  somewhat  tempered 
by  the  thought  that  all  is  now  over;  that 
the  period  of  sacrifice  has  reached  its 
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end.  In  many  cases  too,  with  the  sense 
of  loss,  will  be  associated  a feeling  of 
exaltation,  a glow  of  satisfaction  that 
their  sacrifices  have  not  been  made  in 
vain ; for  the  coming  of  peace  fortunately 
meant  triumph  of  right,  and  victory  of 
justice.  The  powers  that  would  have 
violated  virtue  and  justice,  and  imposed 
an  intolerable  yoke  of  subjection  and 
oppression,  have  failed  in  their  attempt, 
and  the  world  has  been  saved  from  their 
excesses. 

No  matter  how  successful  or  unsuccess- 

To  Whom  it 

When  we  emerge  form  our  childhood, 
as  little  boys,  we  enter  upon  a life  which 
our  parents  are  pleased  to  call  “stages.” 
We  often  hear  them  speak  of  children  who 
are  “just  at  that  age.”  This  age  or 
stage,  usually  extends  from  our  early 
boyhood,  including  the  period  when  we 
think  we  are  young  men,  until  we  actually 
are.  One  knows  instinctively  that  a 
boy  is  going  through  a stage,  when  he 
begins  to  exchange  notes  with  the  girl 
who  sits  beside  him  in  school.  When  you 
see  a boy  carving  a heart,  pierced  by  an 
arrow  on  his  desk,  you  pity  him.  This  so- 
called  “first  love”  is  but  an  elementary 
stage  through  which  wre  must  all 
pass,  and  which  eventually  glides  by 
leaving  before  us  Youth.  This  is  the 
black-head  age,  in  which  we  spend  hours 
at  a time  before  a mirror  anticipating 
how  increased  our  beauty  will  be  when 
we  shall  have  removed  all  the  black- 
heads from  our  face.  During  this  epoch, 
each  hair  on  our  head  must  point  either 
to  the  exact  east  or  the  exact  west. 


ful  the  Peace  Conference  has  been  in 
devising  measures  and  regulations  for 
the  practical  application  of  the  ideals  of 
world  peace,  these  will  not  be  sufficient 
if  men  do  not  put  aside  their  old  jeal- 
ousies and  quarrels;  unless  their  sense  of 
duty  is  quickened  and  the  existence  of  a 
law  of  right,  to  which  we  must  all  sub- 
mit, is  recognized,  their  treaties  and 
compacts  will  have  proven  to  be  ineffec- 
tual. It  is  true  today,  as  it  was  twenty 
centuries  ago,  that  peace  on  earth  is  the 
heritage  of  men  of  good-will. 
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may  Concern 

Around  our  swan-like  throats  may 
be  descried  “jazz-bow”  and  “bimbo” 
ties,  and  the  delicious  odor  of  fragrant 
hair-tonic  is  discernible,  especially  if 
the  scent  is  at  all  like  the  scent  SHE 
uses.  To  hear  us  talk,  one  would  in- 
dubitably surmise  that  we  have  been 
sailing  on  the  Sea  of  Life  for  many 
years.  It  is  clearly  apparent  that  we 
are  men  of  the  world,  when  one  listens 
to  our  discussions  on  politics  and  social 
activities. 

Having  survived  this  inexplicable 
period  in  our  lives,  which  Booth  Tarking- 
ton  so  admirably  depicts  in  his  “Seven- 
teen,” we  reach  the  point  when  itis  below 
our  dignity  to  carry  up  the  wood  and 
coal,  and  to  do  other  various  chores. 

Thus  it  is  possible  for  us  to  continue, 
but  our  point  can  be  made  by  ceasing 
here.  Instead  of  smiling  at  the  things  we 
once  did,  let  us  take  the  time  to  roar  at 
the  things  we  are  doing  now.  It  will 
amuse,  not  injure,  and  perhaps  do  us  a 
little  good. 


On  Friday,  December  3,  the  election  elected.  We  are  sure  he  will  make  a 
for  foot-ball  captain  took  place  in  most  capable  leader,  and  wish  him  a 
Room  15.  McDermott  was  unanimously  most  successful  season. 


The  first  steps  in  the  organization  of 
a committee  for  the  purpose  of  complet- 
ing the  Harvard  Endowment  Fund  have 
been  taken.  To  proceed  with  this  great 
work,  a chairman  has  been  appointed 
in  every  Harvard  Class  from  1864  to 
1920.  Among  this  list  we  find  the  names 
of  several  Latin  school  boys;  Charles 
E.  Stratton,  '62;  James  R.  Carret; 
Edward  W.  Hutchings,  ’68;  Henry 
Wheeler,  ’74;  Henry  M.  Williams;  ’81; 

and  Thomas  T.  Baldwin,  ’81. 

* * * * 

At  the  annual  convention  of  the  New 
England  Federation  of  Harvard  Clubs, 
at  Hartford,  Conn.,  November  19, 
Henry  Pennypacker,  Harvard, ’88,  form- 
erly Head-master  of  the  Latin  School, 
and  now  Chairman  of  the  Harvard 
Committee  on  Admissions,  made  a 
speech  concerning  the  relations  of  the 
college  with  the  secondary  schools,  the 
entrance  examinations,  and  other  sub- 
jects of  especial  interest  at  this  time. 

* * * * 

Thomas  T.  Pond,  T7,  of  Neponset  is 
rowing  as  Number  Seven  on  the  Har- 
vard 2nd  “Eight.” 

* * * * 

Frank  W.  Grinnell,  '91,  was  elected 


Secretary  of  the  Harvard  Law  School 
Association  at  the  annual  business 
meeting  held  Monday,  June  21,  at  the 

Copley  Plaza  Hotel. 

* * * * 

Arthur  Woods,  ’88,  former  Police 
Commissioner  of  New  York,  received 
the  honorary  degree  of  Doctor  of  Laws 
from  Trinity  College,  Hartford,  Conn., 
at  the  Commencement  exercises  of  that 

college  on  June  23. 

* * * * 

Mr.  Henry  Pennypacker  has  again 
been  appointed  a member  of  the  com- 
mittee on  the  Regulation  of  Athletic 
Sports  at  Harvard  for  the  year  1920- 
1921. 

* * * * 

William  F.  Osgood, ’82,  and  James  H. 
oods, ’83,  have  been  appointed  to  the 
Administrative  Board  of  the  Harvard 

Engineering  School. 

* * * * 

Announcement  is  made  of  the  engage- 
ment of  Leon  M.  Farrin,’ll,  to  Elizabeth 

Hill  of  Niantic,  Conn. 

* * * * 

At  the  1920  Harvard  Commencement, 
Arthur  W.  Marget,  TO,  discussed  “The 
‘Intellectual’  and  Social  Reform.” 
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William  Gallagher,  ’G5,  retired  Prin- 
cipal of  Thayer  Academy,  South  Brain- 
tree, Mass.,  is  living  at  87  Evans  Road, 

Brookline,  Mass. 

* * * * 

John  J.  Desmond,  Jr. ,’05,  was  recently 
elected  superintendent  of  the  schools  of 
Chicopee,  Mass.  Lieut.  Desmond,  a 
World  War  veteran,  had  previously  been 

Principal  of  the  High  School  in  Chicopee. 

* * * * 

This  year’s  Bugle  and  Drum  Corps  is 
probably  the  largest  the  school  has  yet 
had.  It  is  composed  of  sixty  fellows, 
carefully  selected  from  the  one  hundred 
and  two  candidates  who  reported  at  the 
first  meeting.  Of  the  sixty,  about  forty 
have  never  played  an  instrument  before. 
They  are,  however,  anxious  to  learn, 
and  excellent  progress  has  already  been 
marked.  Lieut.  Roach,  the  instructor, 
is  a fine  musician,  and,  under  his  expert 
guidance,  Latin  School  should  have  one 
of  the  very  finest  Bugle  and  Drum  Corps 
in  the  city. 

* * * * 

John  R.  McVey,  ’94,  has  resigned  as 

president  of  the  Old  South  Trust 

Company.  Mr.  McVey  will  return  to 
his  law  practice,  continuing,  however,  as 
chairman  of  the  bank’s  Board  of  Direc- 
tors. 

* * * * 

Solomon  Steinburg,  T8,  was  seriously 
injured  November  19,  1920,  when  the 
automobile  in  which  he  was  riding,  on  the 
way  to  the  Harvard-Yale  game  at  New 
Haven,  crashed  into  a tree  near  Brook- 
field, Mass. 

* * * * 

Charles  Ryder,  another  passenger  in 
the  fatal  car,  was  instantly  killed.  Ry- 
der was  in  the  Latin  school  from  1905  to 
1907. 

* * * * 

Colonel  Edward  L.  Logan,  ’94,  has 
been  named  for  membership  on  the  mili- 
tary committee  of  the  American  Legion. 


Among  the  sixty-three  beneficiaries 
of  the  Price  Greenleaf  Aid,  at  Harvard, 
for  the  freshman  class,  are  six  Latin 
school  boys  of  1920;  Myron  S.  Gilbert, 
William  J.  Reycroft,  Arnold  P.  Beverage, 
Leo  Shubow,  Moses  Hirsh  and  Francis 
W.  Saunders. 

* * * * 

Emanuel  Bernard,  T3,  was  married  in 
New  York  City,  July  25,  to  Miss 
Dorothy  G.  Gordon 

* * * * 

Philip  W.  Bolster,  T6,  is  connected 
with  the  Saco-Lowell  shops,  textile  ma- 
chinery, Lowell. 

* * * He 

Among  the  officers  of  the  Associated 
Harvard  Clubs  for  the  year  1920-1921, 
is  found  the  name  of  Henry  M.  Williams, 
’81. 

He  * * He 

Chester  W.  Purington,  ’89,  sailed  from 
England  for  Japan,  April  23,  and  is  now 
engaged  in  engineering  work  in  Japan. 

* * * * 

The  Register  regrets  to  announce  the 
death  of  Henry  S.  Potter,  Jr.,  ’88,  at 
Southboro,  Mass.,  August  23,  1920.  Mr. 
Potter  was  Treasurer  and  Director  of 
the  Manhattan  Market  Corporation, 
Cambridge,  Mass. 

* H:  * He 

Believing  that  the  present  system  of 
tutors  and  general  final  examinations  at 
Harvard  College  is  unsatisfactory,  the 
under-graduates  have  formed  an  organi- 
zation to  agitate  a change.  Harold  B. 
Bross,  T8,  was  elected  Vice-President 
of  this  Association. 

* * * * 

Among  the  new  lists  of  books,  we  find 
several  Latin  school  boys  who  have 
entered  the  field  of  literature:  “The 
New  Frontier,”  by  Guy  Emerson,  ’04; 
and  “Character  and  Opinion,”  by  George 
Santayana,  ’82. 
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Thorton  H.  Simmons,  ’74,  is  connected 
with  the  Used  Car  Department  of  the 

Packard  Motor  Car  Co.,  of  Boston. 

* * * * 

Arthur  Sweetser,  ’07,  may  be  located 
at  the  American  Institute  of  Mining 
Engineers,  29  West  39th  Street,  New 
York  City.  * * * * 

We  regret  to  announce  the  death  of 
Francis  Manning  Stanwood:  ’64,  at 
Brookline,  Mass.,  August  12,  1920. 

Mr.  Stanwood  was  for  many  years  con- 
nected with  the  Boston  Journal  as 
manager  and  editor.  He  had  also  been 
president  of  the  Hotel  and  Railroad  News 

Company  of  Boston. 

* * * * 

The  Register  regrets  to  announce  the 
death  of  David  S.  Laird,  T4,  at  Marble- 
head, Mass.,  August  8,  1920. 

* * * * 

John  J.  Leary,  Jr.,  T5,  sailed  recently 
form  New  York  for  Rome.  Mr.  Leary 
goes  to  study  for  the  priest-hood  in  the 
American  College,  Rome. 


Because  of  the  large  enrollment  this 
year  at  the  Graduate  School  of  Business 
Administration,  Harvard  University,  the 
Business  School  Club  has  been  divided 
into  groups  according  to  course  of  study. 
They  have  been  named  as  follows:  Men 
studying  Marketing,  “The  Profiteers;” 
Banking  and  Finance,  “The  Ponzi 
Group;”  Accounting,  “The  Book-Keep- 
ers;” Industrial  Management,  “The  Mill 
Hands;”  and  Foreign  Trade,  “The  Ex- 
port Round  Table.”  John  A.  Kiggen, 
T4,  of  Hyde  Park,  has  been  elected  Chair- 
man of  the  “Mill  Hands.” 

* * * * 

George  E.  Howes,  ’82,  who  has  been 
professor  of  Ancient  Languages  at  Wil- 
liams College,  Williamstown,  Mass., 
since  1905,  is  now  Dean  of  that  college. 

* * * * 

The  address  of  Robert  Clement,  ’93, 
is  Colony  Bay,  Montana,  where  he  has  a 
ranch.  Mr.  Clement  is  also  Postmaster 
of  Colony  Bay. 


The  School  hereby  expresses  its  deepest  sympathy  with  Mr.  Joseph 
W.  Hobbs,  one  of  the  masters,  in  the  recent  terrible  bereavement  he  has 
suffered  in  the  loss  of  his  wife,  Mrs.  (Lina  M.)  Hobbs. 


TELS.  BEACH  815  RES.  CHELSEA  1093-M 
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TRADE  ^ 

Tushin  Drum  School 

COUCH  DROPS 

Studio  228  Tremont  St.,  Room  19 

BOSTON 

Modern  and  Practical  Instruction  on 
Drums,  Tympany,  Bells  and  Xylo- 
phone. 

“All  Ihal  a Cough  Drop  should  be" 
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On  Friday,  October  29,  our  team  won 
a hard-fought  game  from  the  much- 
improved  Commerce  team.  Our  half- 
backs, Nordberg  and  Crosby,  were  hin- 
dered in  their  running  by  the  slippery 
. condition  of  the  field,  while  Captain 
Doherty  played  a fine  game,  both 
offensively  and  defensively.  Our  team 
played  well  but  it  under-estimated  the 
Commerce  eleven.  We  scored  our  only 
touch-down  in  the  second  period  on  a 
march  down  the  field  from  our  38-yard 
line.  Then,  with  fourth  down  and  four 
yards  to  go,  Captain  Doherty  tossed  a 
beautiful  forward  pass  from  the  44-yard 
line  to  the  10-yard  line  into  the  waiting 
arms  of  K.  B.  Hill,  who  sprinted  the 
rest  of  the  way  over  for  a touch-down. 
R.  Doherty  kicked  the  goal.  Commerce 
scored  its  touch-down  in  the  nature  of  a 
gift.  It  had  attempted  a forward  pass 
on  fourth  down  from  the  18-yard  line, 
and  one  of  our  backs  batted  the  ball 
into  the  hands  of  Farnum,  a Commerce 
linesman,  who  scored  the  touch-down. 
Our  other  two  points  came  in  the  third 
period  when  the  Commerce  center  passed 
wild  over  Jone’s  head  into  the  dugout 
behind  their  goal-line,  where  he  recov- 
ered it  for  a safety. 

Commerce  threatened  in  the  last 
period  when  Maturo  blocked  one  of 
Captain  Doherty’s  kicks  and  Moore 
recovered  it.  Our  team  held  for  three 
downs  on  the  18-yard  line,  when  Coach 
Sherlock  sent  in  Kerrigan.  This  was 


illegal  substitution,  however,  so  that 
our  opponents  were  penalized  half  the 
distance  to  their  goal-line. 


g 


Commerce 
r e,  J.  Moore 
r t,  Goldstein 
r g,  Farnum 
c,  Milliner 
1 g,  Reardon 
1 t,  ( Capt .)  Maturo 
1 e,  McKeon 


Boston  Latin 
K.  B.  Hill,  1 e 
J.  Doherty,  1 t 
Bernstein,  Sughane, 

A.  C.  C.  Hill,  Jr.,  c 
Bruen, r g 
Lanigan,  r t 
Glickman,  r e 
Samuels,  McDermott,  q b 

q b,  Murray,  Kerrigan,  Hanley 
Crosby,  Ewing,  Bolger,  1 h b 

r h b,  D.  Mooer 
Nordberg,  r h b 1 h b,  Gately 

R.  Doherty  {Capt.),  f b f b,  Jones 

Score — Boston  Latin,  9;  Commerce, 
G.  Touch-downs— Farnum,  K.  B.  Hill 
Goal  from  touch-down — R.  Doherty, 
Safety — Jones.  Referee — Hugh  Mc- 

Grath. Umpire — John  Hallahan.  Lines- 
man— Albert  J.  Woodlock.  Time— 12 
and  10j^-minute  periods. 


Quincy  High  3 — Boston  Latin  6 
On  November  5,  our  team  journeyed 
to  Quincy,  where  we  defeated  the  strong 
Quincy  High  team,  at  Merry  Mount 
Park.  It  was  a hard  fought  battle  all 
the  way  through,  and  left  our  team  much 
weakened  as  a result.  Quincy  scored 
first  in  the  first  period  on  a field-goal 
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made  by  Houlihan  from  the  35-yard  line 
at  a difficult  angle.  Our  backs  seemed 
to  have  a tendency  to  keep  dropping 
the  ball,  so  that  our  team  was  almost 
continuously  on  the  defensive.  John- 
ston scored  our  only  touch-down  in  the 
fourth  period,  when,  on  starting  on  a 
run  around  our  left  end,  he  found  himself 
blocked  by  his  interference,  and  suddenly 
almost  completely  reversed  his  field,  and 
tore  around  the  right  end  and  into  the 
open  for  a 50-yard  dash.  Just  before 
this  play  our  quarter-back,  McDermott, 
was  seriously  injured  when  he  was  piled 
on  while  recovering  a fumble.  After 
medical  assistance,  he  was  taken  to  the 
Quincy  City  Hospital,  where  it  was 
found  that  he  was  suffering  from  con- 
cussion of  the  brain.  For  Quincy,  Lea\  itt 
and  Bennett  played  well,  while 
Johnston,  Nordberg,  Bernstein,  Hurley 
and  McDermott  excelled  for  Latin. 


Boston  Latin 
Hurley,  1 e 
Doherty,  1 t 
Bernstein,  1 g 
A.  C.  C.  Hill,  Jr.,  c 
Bruen,  r g 

Lanigan,  Sughrue,  r t 

1 t,  ( Capt .)  Bennett 

K.  Hill,  Glickman,  Kane,  Mahoney,  r e 

1 e,  Nelson 

Samuels,  McDermott,  Watson,  q b 

q b,  Listman 

Henry,  Crosby,'  Ewing,  Semonian,  1 h b 

r h b,  Guinan 
Nordberg,  rhb  lb,  Woodworth 

Johnson,  f b I b,  Leavitt 

Score — Boston  Latin,  6;  Quincy  High, 
3.  Touch-down — Johnston.  Goal  from 
field— Houlihan.  Referee— Burke.  Um- 
pire— McCarthy.  Linesmen— Tracy 

and  Davies.  Time — 10-minute  periods. 


Quincv  High 
r e,  Brown 
r t,  Houlihan 
r g,  Shaw 
c,  Miller 
l g,  Cook 


Dorchester  High  21 — Latin  0 

On  Wednesday,  November  11,  our 


much-weakened  team  went  down  to 
defeat  before  the  fast  Dorchester  High 
eleven. 

Without  the  services  of  Captain 
Doherty,  with  Nordberg,  Johnston 'and 
Samuels  in  poor  condition,  and  with  the 
line  playing  a ragged  game,  it  was  a 
different  team  from  that  which  had 
won  from  Quincy  the  Friday  before. 
However,  in  the  first  period  we  had  the 
better  of  the  argument,  keeping  down  in 
Dorchester  territory  all  the  time.  At 
the  beginning  of  the  second  quarter 
Dorchester  came  back  strong,  and  there- 
after out-played  our  team.  Dorchester 
first  scored  when,  after  a steady  march 
down  the  field  by  Kinally  and  Chase, 
Kinallv  went  over  from  the  3-yard  line 
for  a touch-down.  Kinally  kicked  the 
goal. 

Dorchester  scored  again  in  the  third 
quarter,  following  a brilliant  run-back 
of  a punt  by  Hagerty  from  our  30-yard 
line  to  our  2-yard,  when  Kinally  went 
over  for  his  second  touch-down.  Kinally 
again  kicked  the  goal.  Chase  scored 
their  third  touch-down  in  the  last  period, 
after  another  march  down  the  field. 
Kinally  kicked  the  goal. 

For  Dorchester,  Hagerty,  Chase,  Kin- 
ally, and  Aleckna  played  well,  while  J. 
Doherty,  Kane,  and  Hurley  starred  for 
Latin. 


The  Summary: 

Boston  Latin  Dorchester  High 
Hurley,  1 e re,  Margolis 

J.  Doherty,  It  r t,  Staro 

Lanigan,  Sughrue,  1 g r g,  Berman 

A.  C.  C.  Hill,  Jr.,  Burke,  c c,  Devine 
Bernstein,  Mahony,  r g 1 g,  Gustafson 
Bruen,  K.  Hill,  r t It,  {Capt.)  Aleckna 
Kane,  Glickman,  re  1 e,  Leary 

Samuels,  q b q b,  Haggerty 

Crosby,  1 h b rhb,  Kinnaly 

Nordberg,  rhb  1 h b,  Cohen 

Johnston,  f b f b,  Chase 


1C) 
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Score — Dorchester  High,  21;  Boston 
Latin,  0.  Touch-downs — Kinnaly  2, 
Chase.  Goals  from  touch-downs — 
Kinnaly  3. 

THANKSGIVING  DAY  GAME 

English  High,  7 — Boston  Latin,  G 

On  November  25,  on  a field  soaked 
with  rain  for  three  previous  days,  in  the 
midst  of  a whirling  snow-storm,  and  be- 
fore some  10,000  people,  who,  shivering, 
sat  and  enjoyed  a great  game,  our  Latin 
School  eleven  lost  by  one  point  to  our 
greatest  rivals,  English  High  School. 
The  score  cannot  in  the  least  tell  the 
true  story  of  the  game,  for  never  did  a 
Latin  School  team  do  any  better  to  up- 
hold the  honor  of  the  school.  A machine 
which,  defensively  and  offensively,  played 
wonderful  foot-ball,  led  on  by  a most 
capable  and  inspiring  leader,  the  Purple 
and  White  literally  swept  their  heavier 
and  more  fortunate  rivals  before  them. 
On  the  defence,  never  did  our  line  play 
better;  so  well,  indeed,  thatMr.  O’Brien 
did  not  make  even  one  substitution  dur- 
ing the  whole  game.  Though  our  team 
lost,  it  went  down  to  defeat  in  a blaze  of 
glory,  and  the  school  may  well  be  proud 
of  it.  It  is  enough  to  say  that  all  the 
breaks  went  to  English  High. 

Shortly  after  ten  o’clock,  English 
High  and  Latin  School  took  the  field. 
Latin  School  won  the  toss,  and  English 
High  kicked  off  to  Roger  Doherty  on 
the  25-yard  line.  He  ran  it  back  15 
yards.  Latin  tried  three  plays,  and  then 
punted  to  English’s  20-yard  line.  Miller 
made  first  down,  then  English  was  pen- 
alized five  yards.  On  the  next  play,  they 
made  this  up,  and  then  punted  to  Latin’s 
20-yard  line.  Here  McDermott  and 
Nordberg  both  bungled  the  punt,  and 
Le  Fevre,  the  English  High  left  end, 
recovered  it  on  our  8-yard  line.  In  the 


next  play  one  of  our  line  was  off  side,  and 
a five-yard  penalty  was  imposed.  From 
our  3-yard  line  Howorth  made  the 
touch-down  on  his  fourth  attempt. 
Lyons  kicked  the  goal.  The  rest  of  the 
period  was  mainly  a kicking  duel,  with 
the  ball  mostly  in  our  opponents’  terri- 
tory. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  second  quarter, 
English  High  punted  to  Doherty,  on 
our  30-yard  line.  Crosby  went  through 
for  8 yards,  and  McDermott  made  it 
first  down.  Then  McDermott  made 
5 yards  more.  In  the  next  play,  Roger 
Doherty  starting  on  a short-end  run, 
reversed  his  field,  cutting  in  off  tackle, 
broke  through,  side-stepped  the  English 
High  quarter-back,  and  raced  55  yards 
for  a touch-down.  Then  Doherty  missed 
the  goal.  The  rest  of  this  period  was 
devoted  to  punting  also,  with  Latin 
trying  a few  forwards.  The  half  ended 
with  the  ball  on  English  High’s  20-yard 
line. 

The  second  half  was  mainly  a punting 
duel  between  Lyons  and  Capt.  Doherty. 

Latin  threatened  once  in  the  third 
period,  when,  after  staging  a march  to 
their  18-yard  line,  we  lost  the  ball  after 
trying  two  forwards.  The  last  period 
found  Latin  going  through  for  some  very 
long  gains.  Our  team  once  more  made  a 
brilliant  try  for  a touch-down  when,  by 
means  of  rushes  and  by  a forward, 
Doherty  to  Hurley,  we  had  the  ball  on 
our  rivals’  15-yard  line.  Then,  with  ten 
seconds  to  play,  Roger  Doherty  dropped 
back  to  the  25-yard  line  to  try  for  a 
field-goal,  which  he  missed.  This  ended 
the  game. 

For  English  High,  Howorth  and 
Martin  starred.  Captain  Doherty  was 
the  outstanding  star  of  our  team. 
Others  who  played  well  were  Crosby, 
Nordberg,  A.  C.  C.  Hill,  Hurley,  O’Neil, 
Bruen,  Lanigan  and  McDermott. 
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The  Summary: 
Boston  Latin 
Hurley,  1 e 
Lanigan,  1 t 
Bruen, 1 g 
A.  C.  Hill,  Jr.,  c 
Bernstein,  r g 


English  High 
r e,  Schaefer,  Jacobs 
r t,  Koplow 
r g,  Share,  Levitan 
c,  Fisher 
1 g,  ( Capt .)  Lyons 
O’Neal,  Mahoney,  Glickman, 

K.  B.  Hill,  re  1 e,  Le  Fevre,  Tepper, 
Kolgian,  Jones 

McDermott,  Samuels,  Fitzpatrick, 
Sermonian,  Kroak,  q b 

q b,  Taylor,  Nordbloom 
Nordberg.l  h b r h b,  Martin 

Crosby,  Ewing,  Watson,  Henry,  r h b 

1 h b,  Miller,  Bridges,  Tyler 
Doherty  ;Capt.,  f b f b,  Howorth 

Score — English  High,  7 ; Boston  Latin. 
6.  Touch-downs — Howorth,  R.  Doherty. 
Goal  from  touch-down — Lyons. 


Referee — Fred  J.  Hoey.  Umpire — 
John  Hallahan.  Linesman — Dave 
White.  Time — T2-minute  periods. 


TRACK 

Now  that  the  foot-ball  season  has  been 
brought  to  a close,  thoughts  turn  to 
memories  of  feats  accomplished  in  past 
years  by  our  athletes  on  the  cinder  path. 
Track  season  is  again  at  hand,  and  the 
nucleus  of  a strong  team  remains  from 
last  year’s  squad.  Mr.  O’Brien  has 
hopes  for  a most  successful  season.  This 
is  a sport  which,  unlike  foot-ball,  every 
boy  can  join  in.  A boy  who  can  not 
stand  the  knocks  of  the  gridiron  can 
make  up  for  this  by  coming  out  and  help- 
ing Latin  School  win  the  Regimentals 
this  year.  However,  while  every  year 
the  seniors  uphold  the  honors  of  the 
school,  together  with  the  intermediates, 
our  juniors  are  woefully  weak.  There- 
fore it  is  for  the  small  boys  to  come  out 
and  show  their  prowess.  They  shall 
find  practice  not  in  the  least  irksome, 
since  Mr.  O’Brien  has  relay  races  for 


them  almost  every  night,  and  then  they 

SHU  Lb 
YOUNG  MEN 

d 12J^%  discount  on  all  cash  sales  at 
prices  to  Latin  School  students  listed  in 
iol  catalogue. 

OES  8c  STODDER 

10-14  SCHOOL  STREET 


O’Connor — -“Who  ' is  your  favorite 
author?” 

McNally— “My  father.” 

O’Connor — “What  does  he  write?” 

McNally — “Checks.” 

* * * * 

Teacher — “What  language  are  you 
me  scnoui  vvnnuui  me  uci)j  ui  me  icst 
of  the  fellows;  but  with  these  fellows  as 
a back-bone,  Latin  School  has  the  best 
opportunity  in  years  to  win  this  much- 
coveted  championship.  This  has  never 
been  accomplished  before  on  account  of 
the  weakness  of  our  juniors  especially; 
so,  fellows,  one  and  all,  come  out,  and 
make  this  a stellar  year  for  the  Latin 
School. 


RECRUITS  WANTED 


The  7th.  Company,  Coast  Artillery  Corps, 
Mass.  National  Guard,  needs  young  men, 
18  or  over.  One  evening  per  week  required. 
A good,  clean,  instructive  sport,  with  many 
good  times  as  well,  all  without  expense. 
Apply  any  Monday  or  Wednesday  evening, 
South  Armory,  Irvington  St.,  Boston,  to 

Capt.  E.  J.  Manning 

or 

Lieut.  C.  W.  Harris 


t 
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judim,  v.  i oucn-uowns — rvmnaiy  i 

Chase.  Goals  from  touch-downs — 
Kinnaly  3. 

THANKSGIVING  DAY  GAME 

English  High,  7 — -Boston  Latin,  0 

On  November  25,  on  a field  soaked 
with  rain  for  three  previous  days,  in  the 
midst  of  a whirling  snow-storm,  and  be- 
fore some  10,000  people,  who,  shivering, 
sat  and  enjoyed  a great  game,  our  Latin 
School  eleven  lost  by  one  point  to  our 
greatest  rivals,  English  High  School. 
The  score  cannot  in  the  least  tell  the 
true  story  of  the  game,  for  never  did  a 
Latin  School  team  do  any  better  to  up- 
hold the  honor  of  the  school.  A machine 
w hich,  defensively  and  offensively,  plaved 

Mr.  Read — Write  the  verbs  on  one  side 
of  the  paper;  the  adverbs  on  the  other. 

Levy — Which  side  shall  we  write  on 
first? 

* * * * 

How  heart-rending  it  is,  after  listen- 
ing to  a sermon  on  “intellectual  nar- 
cotics,” to  hear  our  Latin  teacher  say, 
“Now  boys,  let  us  trot  out  a good 
translation.” 

And  of  course  we  always  do. 

* * * * 

Now  I lay  me  down  to  rest, 

To  study  hard  I’ve  tried  my  best. 

If  I should  die  before  I wake, 

I’ll  have  no  blooming  test  to  take. 

* * * * 

Senior  (to  the  teacher) — “I  have  a 
confession  to  make.  My  conscience 
troubles  me,  and  I must  tell  you  that  I 
have  been  chewing  gum  the  whole 
period.  May  I put  it  into  the  waste- 
basket?” 


First  Man — “My  Ford  caught  cold 
he  other  night.” 

Second  Man — “How  was  that?” 

First  Man — “It  was  in  the  garage  all 
night  with  nothing  on  but  a muffler  and 
a little  hood.” 

* * * * 

One  of  our  musical  friends  sings  in 
five  flats,  and  has  been  put  out  of  four, 
already.  * * * * 

Our  Doherty  had  just  bought  a new 
puppy  and  had  consented  to  show  it  to 
a small  friend. 

“He’s  a watch  dog,”  Doherty  proudly 
informed  him. 

“Oh  I see,”  replied  the  little  chap,  as 
he  watched  the  pup  whirling  round  and 
round  in  an  effort  to  catch  his  tail,  “and  I 

s’pose  he’s  winding  himself  up.” 

* * * * 

A little  boy  had  got  into  the  habit  of 
saying  “darn,”  of  which  his  mother, 
naturally,  did  not  approve. 

“Dear,”  she  said  to  the  little  boy, 
“here  is  10  cents;  it  is  yours  if  you  will 
promise  me  not  to  say  “darn”  again.” 

“All  right,  mother,”  he  said,  as  he  took 
the  money,  “I  promise.” 

As  he  lovingly  fingered  the  money,  a 
hopeful  look  came  into  his  eyes,  and  he 
said,  “Say,  mother,  I know  a word  that’s 

worth  50  cents.” 

* ■*  * * 

Mike — “What’s  the  biggest  building 
in  Boston?” 

Ike— (After  a few  minutes  of  thinking) 
— 1 give  up. 

Mike — “Tremont  Temple,  because  you 

can  see  ‘Way  down  East.’ 

* * * * 

Dinkins — “How  can  I make  my  hair 
light?” 

DeSales — “Rub  kerosene  on  it  a'nd 

apply  a match.” 


» 
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STYLISH  SHOES  FOR 
YOUNG  MEN 

Special  12)^%  discount  on  all  cash  sales  at 
our  list  prices  to  Latin  School  students  listed  in 
the  school  catalogue. 

COES  8c  STODDER 

10-14  SCHOOL  STREET 


Teacher — “I  always  like  to  see  nice 

figures.” 

Student — “So  do  I.” 

* * * * 

Teacher — “How  did  you  get  those 
scars  on  your  forehead?” 

Boy — "I  was  studying  Latin,  and  a 
"pony”  kicked  me.” 

CHRISTMAS  GIFTS 
OF  JEWELRY 


Smith  Patterson  Co. 

52  SUMMER  ST.,  BOSTON 


FRATERNITY  JEWELRY  EMBLEMS 
AND  TROPHIES  A SPECIALTY 


O’Connor — “Who  ' is  your  favorite 
author?” 

McNally — “My  father.” 

O’Connor — “What  does  he  write?” 

McNally — “Checks.” 

* * * * 

Teacher — “What  language  are  you 
talking?” 

Berrel— “Latin.” 

Teacher — “Must  be  hog  Latin!” 


ARE  YOU  MUSICAL 

MR.  H.  GERBER 

RUSSIAN  VIOLINIST 
AND  TEACHER 

Will  give  his  impartial  opinion  after 
A FREE  TRIAL 
Modern  and  Practical  Instruction 
Call  Studio  208 

Back  Bay  150  30  Huntington  Ave. 

Afternoons  Boston 

Beginners  with  Talent  are  Welcome.  Special  rates 
for  High  School  Boys 


DADDY  and  JACK’S  JOKE  SHOP 

Balloons,  Puzzles,  Masks,  Confetti, 
Serpentine,  Joke  Books,  Place 
Cards,  Noise  Makers,  Snapping 
Mottoes,  Clever  Joker  Novelties, 
and  Select  Paper  Hats,  suitable  for 
Dance,  Dinner  and  Party  Favors. 

Select  Paper  Hats — Your  favorite 
Color  made  to  order  when  so  de- 
sired). 

Phone  Conn.  22  Bromfield  St. 

Boston  (9),  Mass. 
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EVERYTHING  IN  TH11 
ELECTRICAL  LINE 

SETH  W.  FULLER 

ELECTRIC  CO. 

100  Bedford  Street 

BOSTON,  MASS. 


Athletic  Supplies 

SWEATERS 

Track,  Hockey,  Football, 
Baseball,  Gymnasium 

Special  prices  to  Boston  Latin  School 
Get  discount  cards  from  Mr.  O'Brien 

JAMES  W.  BRINE  & CO. 

286  Devonshire  St.  Boston,  Mass. 

(3  doors  from  Summer  Street) 


City  and  Out-of-Town  Service 

BOSTON  - - - BROOKLINE 


Experienced  'Tutoring 

IN  

LATIN,  FRENCH 
ENGLISH,  ARITHMETIC 


Miss  Rose  O'Brien 

5 FORDHAM  COURT 
SOUTH  STREET 
JAMAICA  PLAIN 

Jamaica  408-W  or  408-M 

High  School 
Uniforms 

Chevrons,  Devices,  etc. 
Boys’  Knicker  Suits  and 
Long  Pants,  made  to 
order 


Lowest  Prices  in  Boston 


Rosenfield  Rapkin  Co . 

15  School  St.  (Up  one  flight)  Boston,  Mass. 


CLASS  PINS 


AND 


MADE  BY 


RINGS 

DORRETY 


HAVE  CHARACTER 

Send  For  387  WASHINGTON  ST. 

Catalogue  BOSTON 


THE 

HORACE  PARTRIDGE  CO. 

Mfrs.  Athletic  and  Sporting  Goods 

49  Franklin  St.  washESon  st.  Boston 


Wholesale  prices  to  Boston  Latin  School  students. 
Ask  Mr.  O'Brien  for  Discount  Card 
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EDWARD  STEPTOE,  Prop. 


PHELAN  & STEPTOE 

Hatters  and  Haberdashers 

To  Young  Men 

Manhattan  Shirts  Reduced  20% 

All  other  goods  in  proportion  for  30  days. 

38-42  Boylston  Street 

Open  Evenings 


CLOTHES 

...  For  Young  Men... 


Regulation  High  School 
Uniforms,  Letters,  Chev- 
rons, all  Military  Equip- 
ment, Furnishings,  Hats, 
Shoes. 


torvA  V/ 

JKju/mau^ Tor-mr 

THE  • SERVICE  • STORE. 


GEORGE  FROST  CO.,  Makers,  BOSTON 


M.  BENNETT 

Stationer 

A ST&  20% 

111  Milk  Street 

7 Federal  Street,  near  Milk 
35  Exchange  St.,  near  Dock  Sq. 
Boston 

Telephones:  Fort  | 2172 
Hill  | 2173 


' U . HOLZER  Inc.,  25  Bromfield  St.  Boston. 
MAIN  ^ A INLAYING 

5433  MAPS  MOUNTED 

^ ^ PAPER  SPLITTING 


v PHOTOS  MOUNTED  FLAT 
PORTFOLIOS  ETC.  TO  ORDER 
FIRE-PROOF  DEPT.  AT  HYDE  PARK  > 


Library,  Reading 
Room,  Evening 
Classes,  Social 
Service,  Gymna- 
sium, Self  Help 
Clubs,  Employ- 
ment Depart- 
ment, H o s t e ss 
Room. 


A Union  of  Young  Men  grouped  according 
to  special  interests  to  accomplish  their 
particular  aims. 


THE 


BOSTON 
YOUNG  MEN’S 
CHRISTIAN 


48  Boylston  Street,  Boston 


X- 
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HEALTH! 
PLEASURE! 
TRAVEL! 

Christmas  Gift  Suggestion 
Pay  as  Give  a Bicycle.  It  is 

You  Ride  useful,  economical,  con- 

Plan  venient  — a means  of 

, healthful,  pleasant, mode. 

$10  down,  ^ ' 

rate,  out-door  exercise. 

$2  a week 


-x  x- 


The  Popular  HENDERSON 
Bicycles 

General  Motorcycle  Sales 


Company 


Complete  stock 
of  Cameras  and 
Ever-read  y 
Flash-lights 


793  Boylston  St.,  BOSTON 
Tel.  Back  Bay  7151 

Do  not  pass  us  by — Come  in  and 
buy 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


'Xofie  Most  Beautiful  Car  in/Jmerlca 


Engraving  and  Printing 

STUDENT  SUPPLIES 

Loose  Leaf  Devices 
Fountain  Pens  and  Pencils 

Fine  Stationery 

57-61  FRANKLIN  ST.  BOSTON 


532  Commonwealth  Ave. 
BOSTON 


Drugs , Soda, 
Confectionery 
Stationery,  Etc., 

J.  F.  WHITNEY 

Registered  Pharmacist 

18  Clarendon  Street 

(Corner  Warren  Avenue) 


X- 


2 STORES  WASHINGTON  ST. 
3ii  Opposite  the  Old  South  Church 
659  Gayet y Theatre  Building 
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Angel  Guardian  Press,  111  Day  Street,  Jamaica  Plain,  Mass. 


